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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
POEMS 

GRIEF 

The darkness steals the forms of all the queens. 
But oh, the palms of her two black hands are red ! 
— It is Death I fear so much, it is not the dead — 
Not this gray book, but the red and bloody scenes. 

The lamps are white like snowdrops in the grass; 
The town is like a churchyard, all so still 
And gray, now night is here: nor will 
Another torn red sunset come to pass. 

And so I sit and turn the book of gray, 
Feeling the shadows like a blind man reading, 
All fearful lest I find some next word bleeding. 
— Nay, take my painted missal book away. 



MEMORIES 

Oh, if I could have put you in my heart, 
If but I could have wrapped you in myself, 
How glad I should have been ! And now the chart 
Of your lost face unrolls itself to me — 
Or dead, or still, or grieved, or glad, or hurt. 

[102] 



Memories 



And oh, that you had never, never been 

Some of your selves, my love ; I would that some 

Of your several faces I had never seen ! 

For still the night through will they come and go 

One after each, and show me what they mean. 

And oh, my love, as I rock for you tonight, 

And have not any longer any hope 

Of sweeping out old sorrows with the bright 

Sure love that could have helped you through the fight, 

I own. that some of me is dead tonight. 



WEARINESS 

Why does the thin gray strand 
Floating up from the forgotten 
Cigarette between my fingers — 
Why does it trouble me? 

Ah, you will understand! 
When I carried my mother downstairs, 
A few times only, at the beginning 
Of her soft-foot malady, 

I should find for a reprimand 

To my gayety, a long gray hair 

On the breast of my coat, and I let it float, 

Gray strand, towards the dark chimney. 
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